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Lord Mersey began his ruthless summing up, Whitaker
Wright contented himself with scribbling on his
blotting pad the initials W. W. and the sinister figure
VII. He was in fact condemned to seven years penal
servitude. He received his sentence with dignity and
retired, with his solicitor, George Lewis, and the court
tipstaff, into the room which had been placed at his
disposal Fie asked the tipstaff whether he might
withdraw for a few moments into the adjoining
lavatory. The request was accorded. He returned a
few minutes later and asked for a cigar. It was noticed
that, as he lit it, his hand was trembling. He then
threw the cigar away and walked to the window. He
was observed to sway a little and to be clutching at
his thighs. They put it down to the emotion of the
moment. He then turned sharply back into the room,
tried to reach the arm-chair, and collapsed in agony
upon the carpet. It was found at the inquest that he
had swallowed a capsule of cyanide of potassium.

But when that happened, Lord DufFerin had been
dead for almost exactly two years.

(5)

For a man so sensitive to public criticism as was
Lord DufFerin, the newspaper comments upon that
shareholders* meeting of January 9, 1901, had been an
agony to the soul. There were none who questioned
his integrity of purpose or who failed to admire the
courage with which he had faced the catastrophe
when it came. There were many, none the less, who
blamed him for having lent his name to undertakings
which he admittedly did not understand and to opera-
tions which he admittedly had been unable to follow.